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His servant in the face: and, with this strumpet
The stale to his forged practice, who was glad
To be so active (I shall here desire
Your fatherhoods to note but my collections.
As most remarkable), thought at once to stop
His father's ends; discredit his free choice
In the old gentleman; redeem themselves,
By laying infamy upon this man.
To whom, with blushing, they should owe their lives.
ist Avoc. What proofs have you of this ?
Bon. Most honoured fathers,
I humbly crave there be no credit given To this man's mercenary tongue.
2nd Avoc. Forbear.
Bon. His soul moves in his fee.
yd Avoc. Oh, sir.
Bon. This fellow,
For six sols more, would plead against his maker.
ist Avoc. You do forget yourself.
Volt. Nay, nay, grave fathers, Let him have scope: can any man imagine That he will spare his accuser, that would not Have spared his parent?
ist Avoc. Well, produce your proofs.
Gel. I would I could forget I were a creature.
Volt. Signior Corbaccio.
4th Avoc. What is he?
Volt. The father.
2nd Avoc. Has he had an oath?
JVb*. Yes.
Corb. What must I do now?
Not. Your testimony's craved.
Corb. Speak to the knave?
I '11 have my mouth first stopped with earth; my
heart Abhors his knowledge: I disclaim in
ist Avoc. But for what cause?